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Pete strained against the cords cutting into his wrists, his face still clammy with sweat and eyes red and 
manic, darting around desperately. He huffed, finding no purchase, arms beginning to hurt from being held like 
this for so long. "Alright Jo-hn," he smiled, "You've had your fun.. We're all cool now. Just, let me down and 


everything wil be cool." 


Despite his violent thrashing subsiding as his strength wore out, that frantic energy still coursed through the 
guitarist like a madman, ready to lunge out and go for the throat soon as he got his opportunity for revenge. 
John stared impassively from the other end of the room at his handiwork. He'd made sure to use Pete's own 
equipment- since he showed so little respect for everyone else's; the smoldering remains of his last rampage 
through the studio lay all around them as reminder. Not that he needed one. John knew what he could be like. 


There was no forgetting that any time soon. "You're drunk," he merely commented. 


"Huck I'm drunk shut up you're no better you lousy souse!" he spat back, tossed his head, hair plastered to 


his sallow skin. "What do you do when you ain't got a drink in your hand or powder up your nose. ' you could 


do it in your sleep you would. Bet you could, like breathin' it is for you." 


Pete was shaking now, an uneasy laugh wracking his body. He was high too, definitely, speed, or something, by 
the looks of it. He'd stormed through here this afternoon, going on about how he was sick of everyone and 
everything. How he didn't get the /respect/ he deserved, and all of them were just talentless ingrates, leaching 
off His success, His genius. It was His band. He could take his songs and leave at any moment and be just fine. 
And where would they be? Roger begging for his old job at the sheet metal factory back, John at the tax 
office if he was lucky. And Keith? 


Well at this point there really was no Keith without them. And that's what set John to task. 


He caught Pete's wiry wrist, readying back to smash one of his basses through the amps the agency literally 
just bought to replace the ones he'd torn up last tour. It was like a hurricane came through there, laid to 
waste by one of his black moods without even the small concession of an audience. Except John had been 
there, drawn by the perpetual deafening noise that was his guitarist. God knows what started it this time. 
Could've simply been he couldn't hold his liquor, having already been at it since sunrise. Brandy to drown out 
the ringing in his ears. 


"Get your bloody hands off me," Pete snarled, wrenching his shoulder away. 


"You take it back," John growled in response, thick fingers sealing on his tendons and bone. "You don't get to talk 
about Keith like that" 


“ell, why not. H's true. What am | supposed to lie about it?You're not doing any favors. His playing's gone to 
shit, ‘e's gotten fat. Miserable when he's pissed and miserable when he's not- you know maybe we really 
should consider lettin him go, for his own good. Give ‘em a few months to dry out before he kills himself." 


John twisted Pete's arm painfully. Pete letting out a silent gasp and shoving his free hand into John's face, heel 
connecting with his nose forceful enough to let blood He snorted, a spray of red flecking the other's face, and 
reached for something to hit back with, a guitar, one of the empties that littered the place. His fingers closed 
around a length of cable, wound in a neat coil, and dropped Pete as he corrected himself, wiping stinging blood 


from his eyes. 


Pete reared up again like a snake, subject to the pulse of blood through his own ears that clouded any rational 
thought he might have had, what, going up against your bandmate, your oldest friend, who had several stone 
on you and would make short shrift of a weedy little snot who could barely see straight. A knuckle cracked 
across John's cheek, off-kilter, not hard enough to stop him but certainly to piss him off. Any further blows 
were cut off as the bigger man slammed his bulk into him, wire held taught in each hand, pressed to his neck 


like a garrote. 


"What, you really going to strangle me John For a little suggestion? You don't like that l'm right. Fine," he 
shrugged, back grazing the concrete wall. "You don't have it in you to do it. And you certainly don't have what 


it takes for anyone to take your word over mine- you'd have to actually say something, for starters." 


John didn't entertain humoring him any longer. Grabbing that irritating noisy face in one hand, he shoved Pete's 
head back with a crack. 


He awoke as a scarecrow, strung up in cables and wires, standing watch over the field of his destruction. No 
more sober, but his head certainly hurt more now. Couldn't have been out very long, John still stood before 


him, arms crossed. Expectant. 


Struggling for a few seconds was all it took to know there was no getting down from this on his own. He 
briefly wondered if he'd been a scout when he was younger, or what else he could do with knots. Now wasn't 
the time to fantasizing, he could feel himself getting hard. Either he'd cajole Entwistle into beating him further 
into a horny little pulp til he managed to get off on it- and feel bad about it the next day, or convince the 
spider to play with his food now it was all wrapped up and helpless. 


John however, looked utterly humorless, still hurt about his ugly comments regarding Keith. He was sure he'd 
made jabs at him as well, beyond being a profligate drunk ho hum pot calling the kettle black, but he'd been 
there to defend himself. Pete was never any real threat to him, any anger or resentment wilting away once he 
had his wits about him. He would let him hang there and ‘dry out’, suffering his perverse arousal alone. Don't 
reward the dog for tearing up the mattress. If that's what this was all about, to provoke him into action. 


Either way he wouldn't give. All the chips were in his corner, there was no need to show any mercy to 
someone who wouldn't even deign to give up a half-hearted apology, if just to shut him up. Pete rolled his 
bloodshot eyes, "It gets old John. You really want me to get on my knees and beg for your forgiveness? If you 


haven't noticed I'm not quite in the position to do that at the moment... | won't apologize. | know I'm right" 

He spoke up again rawly breaking the silent tension that pervaded the air. "You're too soft on him John. He 
doesn't /need/ you to be his friend John, he needs some discipline, he's not a boy anymore. He needs /you/ to 
be that for him." 


"Don't tell me what | need to be," John snapped at Pete defiant in disgust. "I love Keith, I'd never hurt him." 


"Pish I'm not telling you to hurt him but if you're looking for someone to take your stress out on I'm free," 
Pete shifted his hips, testing the rough fabric of his jeans, his need plain. 


"Go fuck youself Pete," John spoke, threw the last of his drink in his face, and turned to leave. 


Pete blinked forcibly through the long melted ice and bourbon as it pooled across his clothes. What a wet 
blanket. /Keith/ would have played along with him. 


